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STANZAS. 

PART    THE    FIRST. 


The  Subjcft  of  the  Firft  Part  of  the  following  Stanzas  is  taken 
from  an  unfinished  Latin  Poem,  De  Princif-its  Cogitandi. — The 
Fragments  of  this  fublime  and  elegant  Composition  are  prt- 
ferved  in  the  Memoir i  of  the  L,fe  and  Writing*  of  Mr.  GB  A  Y. 

— — VKOPTER    AMOR7M 
Q.UOD    TJt    IM1TARI    AVEO.— — 


SAGE  LOCKE  !  thy  fpirit  I  invoke, 

Deep  fearcher  of  the  human  mind ; 
The  laft  beft  oracle  that  fpoke 

Reafon  and  truth  to  all  mankind. 

Teach  me  to  underftand  the  laws 

Which  form,  and  keep  in  juft  controul, 
(Directed  by  the  Firft  Great  Caufe,) 

The  Body's  union  with  the  Soul. 

A  2  Thro' 


(     4     ) 

Thro*  Nature's  complicated  frame, 
Tell,  how  the  thrilling  Nerves  convey 

Perception's  animating  flame, 
To  light  the  tenement  of  clay  *  : 

How  the  five  Minifters  of  fenfe, 

With  pow'r  diftin&  and  fep'rate  train, 

Approach  the  Mind's  high  refidence, 
Within  the  fortrefs  of  the  brain  : 

How  when  the  leaft  alarm  they  feel, 

Quick  notice  pa/Fes  to  the  throne, 
How  to  the  Judgment  they  appeal  f, 

Each  by  an  influence  of  his  own : 

*      '       'O'er  inform M  the  tenement  of  clay. 

DR  y  D E N 's  Abjalom  and  j£cb\:opbcl. 

•fr  The  fenfes  improvable  by  the  judgment. 

The 


(    5     ) 

The  TOUCH  ail-tremblingly  awake 

Pervades  and  agitates  the  whole ; 
The  EAR  fends  eloquence  to  fliake, 

And  harmony  to  foothe,  the  foul. 

VISION,  great  commanding  power, 
Beauty  prefents,  and  grace  difplays  ; 

SMELL  incenfe  draws  from  ev'ry  flower ; 
TASTE  its  delicious  homage  pays. 

As  from  far-diftant  mountains'  fides 

Rivers  defcend,  and  thro*  the  plain 
Winding  their  way,  with  different  tides 

All  mfh  into  the  mighty  main  ; 

The  once  obfequious,  courtly  SEINE, 

Mournful  and  fallen  pafles  by 
The  walls,  where  wildeft  factions  reign, 

And  hold  their  pow'r  by  anarchy  : 

A  3  The 


The  VISTULA  indignant  runs, 

Her  foaming  catarafts,  as  they  fall, 

Deplore  the  fate  of  POLAND'S  fons, 
And  loud  on  Heav'n  for  juflice  call : 

From  regions  near  the  rifmg  day, 
GANGES,  no  longer  Indian  *,  rolls  ; 

Proud  of  CORNWALLIS,  and  the  fway 
Of  BRITISH  laws,  of  BRITISH  fouls: 

THAMES,  rifmg  from  the  pureft  fpring, 
To  rule  the  commerce  of  the  fea, 

Views,  as  he  flows,  A  PATRIOT  KING, 
A  HAPPY  REALM,  A  PEOPLE  FREE. 


*  Where  TIBER,  now  no  longer  ROMAN,  rolls, 
Proud  of  ITALIAN  arts,  ITALIAN  fouls. 

DUNCIAD,  4th  Bookf 


The 


(    7    ) 

The  Sovereign,  who  the  trident  bears, 
Receives  them  all  with  gracious  mein 

Each  tribute  takes,  each  murmur  hears, 
Reclin'd  in  majefty  ferene  : 

So  the  Ideas,  from  their  fource, 

By  different  ways  and  channels,  find 

The  deftin'd  object  of  their  courfe, 
The  great  Senforium  of  the  Mind. 


A4 


STANZAS. 

PART  THE  SECOND. 


ONCE  more,  great  Prieft  of  Truth  divine  ! 

I  come  with  reverential  awe 
To  view,  unfolded  at  thy  flirine, 

The  myfleries  of  Nature's  law : 

The  Mind's  recefles  to  explore, 

The  fecrets  of  the  heart  to  fcan, 
And,  led  by  metaphyfic  lore, 

Survey  the  inward  ftate  of  Man : 

To  learn  how,  when  the  body  fleeps, 

And  motionlefs  each  fibre  feems ; 
Fancy  within  her  revels  keeps, 

And  the  dark  chamber  paints  with  dreams  : 

When 


(    9    ) 

When  Judgment  nods  upon  his  throne, 
And  Confcience  ev'n  retires  to  reft  ; 
icn  every  fenfe  has  loft  its  tone, 
And  all  difcerning  powers  fuppreft ; 

Save  that  by  fits,  the  watchful  Nerves 

Start  at  the  vifions  as  they  pafs, 
^  And  Memory  fome  faint  forms  preferves, 
^^     Group'd  in  diforder  on  her  glafs. 

Thus,  when  from  heaven  the  fun  declines, 
And  twilight  ling'ringly  expires, 

The  glow-worm  in  the  valley  fhines, 
And  fhows  its  ineffectual  fires. 

Clofe  in  her  prifon-houfe  immur'd, 
Does  then  the  Soul  in  fleep  repofe  ; 

if 

And,  her  ethereal  light  obfcur'd, 
The  energy  of  thinking  lofe  ? 


Yet 


Yet  paufe — and,  checking  her  career, 
Let  Science  ftop,  where  Reafon  ends, 

To  all  beyond  *  that  nice  barrier, 
The  higher  power  of  Faith  extends. 

Enough  to  know,  that  thro*  this  life, 
The  Spirit,  doom'd  her  load  to  bear, 

Muft,  after  all  their  mutual  flrife, 
The  fate  of  her  aflbciate  fhare. 

If  with  fair  Temperance  (he  dwell, 

Where  Virtue  purifies  the  blood, 
Where  no  bold  paflions  dare  rebel, 

Nor  guilt  invade  the  calm  abode  ; 

*  Twixt  that  and  Reafon  what  a  nice  barrier, 
For  ever  fep'rate,  yet  for  ever  near. 

£SSAY  ON  MAN,  ift  Book. 

Then 


Then  the  bright  eflence  of  the  Mind, 
Thro*  every  limb  divinely  wrought, 

And  all  the  outward  form  refin'd, 
The  body  fecms  infpired  with  thought : 

But,  to  the  grofs  material  frame 
Should  Vice  her  influence  impart ; 

Shou'd  fenfual  lufts  extinguifti  fhame, 
And  habit  blunt  the  confcious  heart  j 

Th'  immortal  part  infeded  grows, 
The  Soul  imbodies  and  imbrutcs  *, 

Till  the  degraded  Being  lofe 
All  her  celeftial  attributes. 

Yet  when  life's  hard  probation's  o'er, 
And  nature  has  her  trial  flood  ; 

When  minds  and  bodies  change  no  more, 
The  pure  in  heart  Jball  fee  their  God. 

*  From  MILTON'S  Maflc  of  Comus. 


And 


And  yon  proud  impious  band,  combin'd 
From  heav'n  the  thunderbolt  to  wreft, 

May,  when  their  crimes  are  finifh'd,  find, 
That  death  it  not  eternal  reft  *. 

*  The  Jacobins  propofed    a  decree,   that  death  is   only 
tttrnal  Jletf* 


TO 


THE   NTMPH  OF  THE  FOUNTAIN 
OF  TEARS. 


The  Idea  of  the  Subject  is  taken  from  an  Alcaic 
Fragment  written  by  Mr.  GRAY,  and  preferred 
in  the  Memoirs  of  his  Life  and  Writings,  of  which 
Mr.  MASON  fays,  that  '*  uo  Poet  of  the  Auguftan 
"  Age  produced  four  more  perfect  Lines,  or 
"  which  would  fooner  impofe  upon  the  beft 
"  Critic,  as  being  a  genuine  ancient  Compo- 
"  fition." 

Vide  MEMOIRS,  page  33. 

Oh  Lachrymarum  Fons  !  tenero  facros 
Ducentium  ortus  ex  animo  ;  quater 
Felix  !  in  imo  qui  fcatentem 
Peclore,  Te  pia  Nympha  !  fenfit. 


TO 


THE  NTMPH  OF  THE  FOUNTAIN 
OF  TEARS. 


HAIL,  pious  Nymph  !   whofe  guardian  Power, 
The  Holy  Spring  of  Tears  protects, 

And  each  foft  drop,  and  tender  dower 
From  the  Myfterious  Source  directs  ; 

Not  Tears,  that  on  the  approach  of  Death 
Down  the  pale  cheeks  of  Tyrants  roll, 

When  Confcience  to  the  lateft  breath, 
Holds  up  the  Mirror  to  the  Soul : 

Nor  fuch  as  moiflen  the  dark  Cells 
Where,  whilft  the  Slaves  the  Rack  prepare, 

The  ftern  Inquifitor  compels 
Ev'n  Godlike  Virtue  to  defpair. 


Theft 


(     '6     ) 

Thefe  bitter  waters  of  diftrefs 

Arife  from  other  Springs  than  Thine, 
Springs  which  Infernal  Gnomes  pofTefs, 

Dread  Minifters  of  wrath  Divine. 

Heav'n  gives  to  Thee  the  facred  part 
Of  watching  the  pure  ftreams,  that  flow 

From  the  foft  motions  of  the  Heart, 
That  learns  to  feel  another's  woe, 

To  raife  the  head  by  care  deprefs'd, 

With  gentle,  delicate  relief, 
To  pour  into  the  wounded  breaft, 

The  balm  of  fympathetic  grief: 

Such  foothing  offices  engage 

Thy  Sylphs,  the  mefiengers  of  Grace, 
Sent  by  thy  order  to  afluage 

The  forrows  of  the  Human  Race.' 


(     17    ) 

To  thee  belong  the  gufhing  rills 
Of  fudden  joy,  and  glad  furprife, 

The  rapt  Soul's  tranfport,  that  diflills 
Gliftening  in  th'  expreffive  eyes. 

Let  me,  thy  Suppliant,  take  my  part 
In  all  thy  pleafures,  all  thy  pain  ; 

And  ne'er,  tho'  exquifite  the  fmart, 
Of  Senfibility  complain : 

Oft  let  me  leave  the  bufy  fcene, 
Devotion  at  thy  fhrine  to  pay  ; 

Oft  tafte  with  thee  the  calm  ferene 
Evening  of  a  well-fpent  day  : 

And  in  thy  Grotto's  hallow'd  fhade 
Gaze  at  the  Children  of  the  World, 

In  Vanity's  light  barks   convey 'd, 
With  every  glittering  fail  unfurl'd  : 


Smile  at  the  Great,  for  what  they  choofe 
In  each  fond  wifh,  and  fickle  mood, 

And  pity  them  for  what  they  lofe, 
The  Power  divine  of  doing  good. 

View  the  mild  Glory  round  the  Throne 
JLove  with  obedience  command  : 

For  others'  rights  maintain  it's  own, 
And  rule  to  blefs  a  grateful  Land. 

To  cheer  me  in  the  Vale  of  Years 

Still,  penfive  Nymph !  thy  grace  impart, 

Still  let  thy  Spring  of  tender  Tears 
Enlarge  and  purify  my  heart : 

For  with  thofe  focial  feelings  flow 
The  beft  affections  of  the  mind, 

The  warn\th  of  Friendfhip,  and  the  glow 
Of  Charity  to  all  Mankind. 


(     19-    ) 


SONNET. 

Written  on  the  i^th  Day  of  September  1797, 
ANNIVERSARY. 


WITH  more  than  feventy  autumns  on  its  head, 
A  Birth-day  brings  a  ferious  caft  of  thought ; 
From  the  great  world's  experience  dearly  bought, 

It  comes  by  Prudence  to  Retirement  led: 

Yet  not  one  plaintive  tear  the  Mufe  fhall  fhed  ; 
But  on  the  Day's  return  her  voice  fhall  raife, 
Call  pious  Gratitude  t'infpire  her  lays, 

And  fober  Happinefs  around  her  fpread. 


(       20      ) 

Heav'n  has  forbidden  Time  to  take  away 
Some  confolations  of  departing  age  ; 
Has  left  me  health,  with  feeble  fteps  to  ftray 
In  my  trim  garden's  variegated  bounds  ; 

Eyes,  that  ftill  love  to  fearch  the  claffic  page, 
And  power  to  tqfle  the  concord  of  facet  founds  ! 


THE    END. 


Printed  ly  A.  Strahan,  1'rintcrs  Street. 
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